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he retired like a hermit to the cell of his room, practising
Kriya Yoga in a sweet serenity. Long after Mother's
death, I attempted to engage an English nurse to attend
to details that would make my parent's life more com-
fortable. But Father shook his head.
"Service to me ended with your mother." His eyes
were remote with a lifelong devotion. "I will not accept
ministrations from any other woman."
Fourteen months after Mother's passing, I learned that
she had left me a momentous message. Ananta had been
present at her death-bed and had recorded her words.
Though she had asked that the disclosure be made to me
in one year, my brother had delayed. He was soon to
leave Bareilly for Calcutta, to marry the girl that Mother
had chosen for him. One evening he summoned me to
his side.
"Mukunda, I have been reluctant to give you strange
tidings." Ananta's tone held a note of resignation. "My
fear was to inflame your desire to leave home. But in any
case you are bristling with divine ardour. When I cap-
tured you recently on your way to the Himalayas, I came
to a definite resolve. I must not further postpone the
fulfilment of my solemn promise." My brother handed
me a small box, and delivered Mother's message.
"Let these words be my final blessing, my beloved son
Mukunda!" Mother had said. "The hour is here when
I must relate a number of phenomenal events following
your birth. I first knew your destined path when you
were but a babe in my arms. I carried you then to the
home of my guru, in Benares. Almost hidden behind a
throng of disciples, I could barely see Lahiri Mahasaya
as he sat in deep meditation.
"While I patted you, I was praying that the great gpru
take notice and bestow a blessing. As my silent devo-
tional demand grew in intensity, he opened his eyes and
beckoned me to approach. The others made a way for
me; I bowed at his sacred feet. Lahiri Mahasaya seated
you on his lap, placing his hand on your forehead by way
of spiritually baptizing you.
" 'Little mother, thy son will be a yogi. As a spiritual
engine, he will carry many souls to God's kingdom.'